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BRIGHT TOO SOON... 


TAC doesn't often repeat things 
things, but 
matter of such import comes up 
that it needs a second tell- 
aug: <So,* ab pre- 
empting the letters page, let 
it be known that there is now 
an anti-superquarry opposi- 
tion group. This is based near 
the 
but opposes all the schemings 
of that self-styled west coast 
champion, Iain Wilson. 
ciate Membership costs a mere 
£2, and is available from Jim 
Andrews, Blanakiel, Durness, 
by Lairg, Sutherland. 
Tel:0971-5112780. TAC has paid 
its dues; so, hopefully, will 
its readers. 
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proposed Durness site, 


Asso- 


Your editor's brother-in-law 
is a qualified pilot, 
practises at home using a 
flight simulator called ATP. 
This naturally includes 
tual mock-ups of things you 
slewing 


who 


vir- 


around British airspace: 
Gorms, Lochaber, Southern 
Uplands, . even Snowdonia. But 
the area between the Solway 
and Morecambe Bay is com- 
pletely flat: apparently you 
could chuckyeager your way 
across it at head height 
without danger of crashing 
into any fells or pikes. But 
then we've been saying that 


all along... 


Ever since TAC10, the subject 
of Boring-Squares/White Holes 


has rarely been long absent 
from these pages. So much so 
that you'd think there was 


nothing more to be said. But 
no: into our possession has 
come a copy of Uppdrettir 
Islands Blad 86 - better known 
to you and me as Icelandic OS 
Sheet 86. This is on a scale 
of 1:100 000, and covers the 
splendidly-named area of 
Nordlingalegd. And it is 
possibly the ultimate in White 
Holes, as something like 
99.999% of the sheet is taken 
up with the Vatnajékull 
Glacier - which, although it 
has contours, presumably moves 
about a fair bit so doesn't 
count. The other 0.001% 
sists of a tiny mound jutting 
110m above the level of the 
iceflow, along with an even 
smaller scratch of land just 
to the would 
include a picture of all this, 
but we'd only bore you. 


con- 


northwest. We 


A little knowledge... Avid 
TAC reader returns from her 
trekking holiday in Nepal, 
and on Monday morning duti- 
fully treks back into work. 
"Where've you been then?" 
asks well-meaning colleague. 
"Kathmandu." "Is that by Oban?" 


comes the ingenuous reply... 


Poolewe 

Village in northwest Scotland, named from a tradition that bekilted locals, rendered so poor by the iniquities of 
the Clearances, could no longer afford bottles of Wash and Goto cleanse their flocks. Hence they took to simply 
driving them into the nearest available water supply - inthis case, Loch Ewe. The fact that priortothe'45, nearby 
Loch Maree was also named Loch Ewe confirms that the area around lower Glen Docherty must have at 
sometime received a visit by the ancient Gaelic bard Mhidal Sassunach. 


Mendips 

Similar to Poolewe, in as much that this range of so-called 
"hills" toward the southwestern extremity of Albion's Plain 
was named due to cider-drinking yokels being so stupid and 
inbred that the local sheep actually dipped them. Hence 
whereas most places had sheep dips, Congrebury, Wedmore 
and surrounds had "men dips". 
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Wooller 

Village near The Cheviot. Part of the Debatable Lands - je 
members of the Oxbridge Unions traditionally spend a week 
of Michaelmas Term here, arguing whether Berwick Rangers 


fi 


Cele, 


q 


7 Pam 


I) 


DN ) 


are more likely to win the Scottish Cup than are Gretna to win Oy eee OO 
the FA Cup. A further sporting connection in that legendary Ve f ype 
Glamorgan cricket captain Wilf Wooller was born here, before ip N i Hike | 
moving to Z B \ (We 
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Cardigan Bay we 
Bit of sea off the west coast of Lesser Albion or Wales. Local seamstresses traditionally wove bright red 
cardigans for their miner husbands to wear when playing rugby. Occasionally they would knit the arms too long, 


hence the rugby ground became known as Cardiff Arms Park. 


Jersey 
One of the Bergerac islands, in Cardigan Bay. The criterion for selling up and moving there is simple: your car 
number plate needs to have a J onit, followed by a number roughly equal to the cube root of your annual income. 


Shepton Mallet 

Town near the Mendips, home of macho ovine slaughter ritual enacted every July. Reckless young men race 
through streets ahead of an encierro of wildly charging lambs. These are then corralled into the plaza, where 
bleatadors bludgeon them to death using one of those things you hammer pegs with if you're not a proper camper. 
Something similar takes place in Shepshed, only in a shed. 


Lambhill 

Housing scheme on north side of Glasgow. (Note there is a TAC moratorium on use of the word "Springburn", 
to avoid sounding like Jimmie Macgregor MBE.) It was in Lambhill that fabled Partick Thistle manager John 
Lambie honed his tanner ba’ skills. 


Cairnsmore of Fleece 

lsolated massif near Galloway on which numerous aircraft have crashed over the years. Doubts linger around 
the reputed last radio message of a 1947 Avro Anson: "No! No! | don't believe it! A great woolly chieftain in the 
sky! And it's coming straigh..."; but the legend did briefly give rise to the so-called "Newton Stewart Triangle". 


Flockton 

Alternative spelling of quaint Loch Carron fishing village "just around the corner" from Kyle. At least it was a 
quaint fishing village until all the whitewashed cottages were sold as a job lot to a Sussex timeshare scheme. 
Harbour transmogrified into "marina" - ie no boat now allowed in unless it has a gin cabinet and its owner also 
drives a Range Rover. Flockton also often cited as one of Tam Weir's favourite villages, along with Gartocharn, 
Shieldaig, Diabaig and Downholme-cum-Tweezel in Surrey, where his sister Molly lives. 


Baarcelona 
Elegant Catalan city, home to recent Olympics, subject of duet by Freddie Mercury and Kiri Te Kanawa. 
Unconfirmed rumours suggest that Queen are about to reform under the name Right Fred's Dead. 
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From his plush bothy deep in the soft white underbelly of Britain, Prospect has been 
rollowing in the footsteps of Columbus, Vasco da Gama and Judith Chalmers. For it is he 
who has discovered the Islands of Prospectia - or, as he modestly chooses to call them... 


... The Very Inner Hebrides 


| discovered them quite entirely by accident. It was a damp Tuesday night and | was ensconced in my favourite 
armchair, smoking my favourite pipe and looking over an old map (OS Sheet 25) - reliving past adventures, 
planning treks for the future, you knowthe sort of thing. As my eye followed the River Elchaig, which from Loch 
Long climbs far into the wid heartland between Affric and Strath Carron, | was startled to discover that it ended 
up back in Loch Long again. Okay, its name had changed along the way, but this is usual with most rivers. | 
looked again and there was no doubt about it - Killilan was in fact an island. So | looked further. Before long | 
had uncovered a whole network of inter-linking blue lines which joined sea with sea, creating in the process the 
islands which | have called “The Very Inner Hebrides”. The map shows the extent of this strange, hitherto 
undiscovered, inland archipelago. 
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Having read about electric lochs, glens, streams and the like in TAC, | naturally assumed that wnat | had found 
here were more examples of the same phenomena. | decided to consult an old friend, Professor PP Posselthwaite, 
with my findings. Old Possel, as he is affectionately known, is something of an authority on unusual geological 
features and is head of the Royal National Institute for the Study of Highland Geomorphological Features at the 
University of Gyppeswyck. He had an interesting explanation of these supposed “electric streams”, and has 
given his permission for me to quote his reply in full: 


My Dear Prospect, 


These “electric streams” as you so quaintly describe them are, in these enlightened days of 
political correctness, known as “Geomorphically Challenged Channels”. They are neither streams 
nor indeed are they in any way electric. | mean, imagine the number of batteries which would be 
needed to run them if they were! They are in point of fact proper marine channels, albeit in their 
final stage of devolution, and, as you have suggested, delineate a number of islands hitherto 
unrecognised by conventional geographers. 

So how, you ask, were they formed? Well, as I’m sure you are aware, during the great glacial 
period of the last epoch, the weight of the Scottish Ice Cap caused the land to sink quite consid- 
erably below sea level. Such depression was naturally greatest where the ice was at its thickest. 
As the ice retreated, the land isostatically rose again, creating for instance the famous raised 
beaches of Jura, Mull and elsewhere. (It is indeed still rising in some places, hence the occa- 
sional discovery of new “Munros” previously thought to be below the magical 3000ft.) The land 
rose highest where it had previously been depressed the deepest. Thus, should one such point 
coincide with a former channel dividing two islands, the channel might find itself raised far above 
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the actual level of the sea. The water contained therein would naturally flow in two opposite 
directions, both of them downwards towards sea level from the highest point - or apex - of the 
channel. 

The question remains as to how sufficient water can be retained in the channels to enable them 
to flow continuously in two opposing directions. The University of Gyppeswyck Geological Society 
Expedition of 1987, which it gave me great honour to lead, sought fo solve this mystery by 
investigating the “apex” of the Elchaig-Ling Channel. This was found to coincide with a widening of 
the Channel at a point where no perceivable motion could be observed. Though inconclusive, it 
was nonetheless noted that at this point there was almost perpetual rainfall - and this | believe in 
itself to be sufficient for a continuous flow. Any sceptics who refute this have obviously never 
been to Scotland! 


Yours with kindest regards, 
Prof Posselthwaite 


PS - Now how about that pint you still ove me? 


Of course this all adds a completely new perspective to the Skye Bridge controversy. The Hebrides are already 
joined to the mainland by the bridge at Dornie, and that currently under construction at Kyle merely joins one 
island to another! 


Ed - Given the considerable amount of research into these matters in recent TACs, readers will 
appreciate the publication of the following map detailing all known cases of electricity, along with 
the first mapping of all possible sites of the Scottish Munro Centre. Extra proof - not that such is 
really needed - of the increased number of Hebrides comes with the realisation that just as the 
existing east coast has virtually no offshoots, so no electrically-generated islands have been found 
over there. It is entirely natural and proper that the traditional west coast, already heavily frag- 
mented and indented, should be the home of such discoveries. Hopes are high that this new map, 
using Murdocator's Projection, will soon be adopted by the OS, Bartholomews and Reader's 
Digest. 
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Torridon, Shellsuit and Sneaky Grins 


“So if there wasnae enough snow we could still say tae 
the wives we were going tae Aboyne wi the mountaineer- 
ing club. As long as we wangle the weekend away some- 
where, it disnae matter... hi Anita, how ye doin?” 

“See you, McDiarmid,” said my wife as she entered the 
living-room, “I know you’re up to something when I see 
that sneaky wee grin on your face.” 

She’s a good judge of character. I cast my mind back to 
the first time I’d seen that grin... 


A West Highland Sunday. It had not been too cold for the 
weans to sit on the sea-wall, but the skies were gunmetal 
grey. I was watching the boys munch unenthusiastically 
on their sticky currant buns, noting the worrying similar- 
ity between fousty raisins and dead flies, when my wife 
exclaimed, “There’s Caroline!” Not 
knowing who Caroline was, I did not 
share her enthusiasm, but I smiled 
politely as the girl with the pushchair 
greeted my wife. It appeared she was a 
colleague from work, also up on 
holiday, so I was soon ignored as they 
engrossed themselves in a welter of 
office politics. I was distracted from 
amusing the kids by Caroline saying, 
“This is my husband, Ian”. I was 
surprised that she’d remembered my 
name. She hadn’t. He was Ian too. 
“How ye doin?” he asked. 

“Nobad. Havin a nice holiday?” 
“Aye. Hear ye dae a bit o walkin?” 
“Aye.” 

“Fancy daein Liathach the morra?” 
“Aye.” 

The sun had burst through the clouds 
and Loch Carron sparkled. Jan was 
grinning this sneaky wee grin... 


When we saw the two hitchers by the youth hostel roadend, 
it seemed probable from their rucksacks that they were 
heading along the glen to do Liathach. “Let’s gie those 
two a lift,” I said. 

“The companionship o the hills,” grunted McDiarmid, 
obviously unconvinced; but he screeched to a halt. 
“Awright boys, thanks very much by the way,” said the 
first hitcher. 

“Tm just going a couple of miles along the road,” said the 
second hitcher apologetically in an English accent. I 
mentally noted the use of the word “I”. It did not take 
long to work out why he wished to dissociate himself 
from his companion. 

“Gaun up Leeakatch the day, mountaineerin an that. Seen 
iton yon Muriel Gray. Looks brilliant - dead jaggy by the 
way. Talkin tae a boy in the pub last night though. Said 
the pinnacles were a piece 0 piss but.” 

I turned to explain that we too were heading for the hill. I 
examined this ambassador of the City of Culture: suede- 
look “trekking” boots, tiny purple-and-green rucksack 
and matching shellsuit. Yes, shellsuit. 

“Where yes frae, big man?” 


“Stirling,” Ian replied. 

“The East Stirlin’s no daen sae great, eh? A’m a Celic man 
masel.” 

“East Stirling come fae Falkirk actually,’ I explained as 
McDiarmid gave a look which confirmed my suspicions - 
he was a bluenose. 

“Oh aye, A worked in Stirlin on the gardens - that bit 
roond by the bridge. What dae they call it again?” 

“The Raploch. Well known scenic fishin village on the 
banks of the Forth. Well... that’s Glen Cottage. Hope yes 
hae a nice day.” Ian looked relieved that our journey was 
over. 

“Thanks very much indeed.” The English lad looked shell- 
shocked; he was like the guy in Alien who knows a 
parasite has attached itself to him, but nevertheless had 
not anticipated the awful consequences. 

His predatory companion continued to address Ian: 
“Magic, big man. Ye’ve got tae get 
away, but; know what A mean? Ye stay 
in town an there’s too many tempta- 
tions - sit in the pub an that. See ye up 
at the top, by the way.” 

After they had set off, Ian and I took 
rather a long time to put our boots on. I 
had portents of doom: “Whatever hap- 
pens, we don’t get saddled wi that tube 
aw the way up, awright?” 

McDiarmid was smirking again. “Com- 
panionship o the hills, eh?” 

We set off. The Englishman had been 
pressed into service as a photographer 
to capture the shellsuited one stepping 
from the road in the very footsteps of 
Muriel Gray. 

We caught them a few hundred feet up 
the path. The Glaswegian’s face had 
colour-coordinated itself with the pur- 
ple bits of his outfit. 

“See ye at the top, by the way,” McDiarmid couldn’t resist 
remarking as we passed. 

The English lad waited, fretting, above. He was obviously 
torn between his desire to go on and a sense of responsi- 
bility for the safety of the purple albatross labouring 
below. I nodded as we passed. It’s not often I feel any 
sympathy for the English, I thought to myself. 

“I knew he wisnae a real mountaineer right away,” said 
McDiarmid, “wi yon outfit. Aye, topaz and jade were 
definitely last year’s colours...” 

We made our way onto the ridge and into one of those 
days of which memories are made. And the pinnacles were 
apiece of piss, too... 


“I suppose you’ll be wanting coffee as well?” my wife 
enquired. 

“That would be lovely, Anita,’ McDiarmid replied. She 
returned to the kitchen. 

“Hey, Ian, dae ye mind that Rab C impersonator up in 
Glen Torridon?” I asked. 

“Govan climbin gear - pair o trainers, ten fags an a sarcas- 
tic expression,’ he quipped. His smirk became sneakier 
than ever. “Now there’s an idea. Never mind Aboyne - 
how’s about the traverse o Beinn Eighe?” 


Ian McCabe 


TAC Christmas Quiz - the answers! 


I Ifa “map top” is the highest point on any OS 1:50 000 map, which seven Scottish hills are double map tops? 

A bad start for the question setters this, as there are actually eight, not seven, double map tops: Ronas Hill, Shetland 
(1/3), Ward Hill, Orkney (6/7), Clisham, Harris (13/14), Ben Macdui (36/43), Ben More, Muil (47/48), Beinn an Oir, 
Jura (60/61), Scald Law (65/66), Goat Fell, Arran (62/69). 75% of these are on islands. Ronas Hill (the one we forgot) 
comes very close to being a triple map top, a mere two-and-a-half grid squares separating it from Sheet 2. 

2 Which is the lowest Scottish map top? 

Easy one this, most folk got it: Carnan Mor, 141m on Tiree, Sheet 46. 

3 What connects The Bochel near Tomintoul with Cruim Leacainn near Fort William? 

Near impossible question, although two folk cleverly guessed a connection with the Thieves’ Road. It was pointed out 
that nothing physically connects the two summits (unlike the twin peaks of Kilimanjaro, which have a bridge between 
them), while Gavin Smith argued they both were in a cryptic quiz question. But nobody got that they are the only two 
“new” Scottish Marilyns discovered by Alan Dawson since the publication of his Relative Hills book. These boost the 
Scottish total from 121] to 1213. Fancy not knowing that! 

4 Which is the only Munro to appear on three separate 1:50 000 maps? 

Easy again: Schiehallion, on Sheets 42, 5! and 52. Only two other groups of Munros come close: western Feshie 
(Sheets 35, 36 and 43), and the Crianlarich group (50, 51, 56). But none of these actually have any of their summits 
on more than two sheets.A good non-Munro which does, however, is Mor Bheinn, 640m on Sheets 51,52 and 57. 
5 Give gridrefs for Scottish hills containing the names Fiona, Dave, Sean, Ron, Roy, lan, William, Len, Val, Vic. 

Several names were trivial, being commonly found: Ron, lan, Len and Val. Fiona, a weel-kent Munro, was also easily 
located; contestants tended to opt for the easy Seana Bhraigh rather than the tidier Sean Mheall (an outlier of Sron 
a’Choire Ghairbh above Loch Lochy); there was a tendency to cheat with Leum Uilleim for William; and most folk 
rather surprisingly dug up the fact that a rarely-climbed top in the moorish regions of Skye goes by the 

name of Cruachan-Glen Vic Askill. No-one, however, located your editor’s eponymous 
hill - the midway bump on the Ledi-Vane traverse. The nearest anyone got was Dundavie, 
above Daviot. Anyway, here is a sample list: 

(i) Sgurr Fiona OS 19 - NH064837 

(ii) Ardnandave Hill OS57 - NN567125 

(iii) Sean Mheall OS34 - NN243946 

(iv) Ronas Hill OS1,3 - HU305835 

(v) Royl Field OS4 - HU396285 

(vi) Ben Tianavaig OS23,24 - NG511410 Cairn 

(vii) Cairn William OS38 - NJ656168 William 

(viii) Lendrick Hill OS58 - NOO19036 

(ix) Conival OSIS - NC303199 

(x) Cruachan-Glen Vic Askill OS23 - NG357461 

Ardnandave Hill is also the only peak anywhere 

in the world to feature a member of Slade. 

This question allowed one competitor to make good use of the fabled Liverpool University 
database - which churned out 20 Rons and 37 Vals - but no Daves. The editor would be interested 

in hearing from anyone who knows of a Brian on a Scottish map. He once saw this for himself, but neglected to make 
a note and so promptly forgot it! 

6 Which is the most northerly Scottish hill to carry an indicator marked with an English hill? 

Momentarily putting on hold the fact that there are no English hills, The Cheviot is given as 104 miles or 167k distant 
from the top of Lochnagar. That it can be seen has been verified both by research on the ground, and by some clever 
software recently acquired by TAC. This indicates that on a planet with radius 6378k (eg the Earth), an 815m hill is 
theoretically visible from an | 155m one at 223k. More on this in a future TAC. 

7 Let X equal the sum of the digits of the height of a hill in metres, and let Y equal the sum of the digits of the height of a hill 
in feet, and let Z = X + Y. Which Scottish hill has a Z of 50? 

You must be a numerate bunch, as most folk correctly identified this as Aonach Buidhe (899m, 2949ft). Prospect (see 
pp4,5) points out that AB is an island peak! Great Gable in the Pond District also mysteriously makes it to 50. But 
whilst Everest only gives a Z of 49, Buidhe and Gable are not necessarily the world’s highest mountains. Sacred 
Himalayan giant Kangchenjunga pans out at 8586m or 28169ft. Hence its X + Y = 27 + 26 = 53.An alliance of 
Scottish Nationalists and Cumberland Sausage manufacturers is querying these figures however. 

8 Why has a Venezuelan violinmaker been in the mountaineering news recently? 

Ramon Blanco, variously stated to be aged 60 or 61, became the oldest man to stand atop Everest. His relationship 
to our own Alan Blanco remains unclear. 

9 According to current graffiti on its roadsigns, which Perthshire village is ““Twinned with Trumpton”? 

No-one got this! Braco is the answer - also the only Perthshire village to be an anagram of a snake. If it was Braco Spa, 
it would be two snakes. 


The winners: Out of a possible 25 points,two readers scored an excellent 19 - Brenda Lowndes 
of Formby, Merseyside, and Richard Webb of Wolverhampton. They share a first prize of various 
TAC goodies. Well done! More next year! 
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show you how to make a 
BATHROOM RACK to hold all your 
TOILETRIES. Buf as you Know, a 
bathy doesn't pave a bath room 
and Jim not too su what 
toiletries ate, $o instead were 
going) fo make high eneray food 
for those i 
UNEXPECTED 

{ RENIGHT MENTS. 
Wouldn'r if be So much 
More exciting if ib included 
the AUCH VIADUCT with mighty 
BEINN DORAIN Towering 


Perhaps a postié wold be 

the thing . Lots at fresh air \ 

and all the sfair climbing 

Would be great training 
for the summits. 
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Here, | Know you: you'é 
that LOONY that got 
my Jason to turn the 
bathroom into a bothy |! 


Morning, Mr Day: 
TWo VIDEOS 
bythe feel of if. 


EDUCATIONAL 
if you mush 
Know ! 


Hill Diaries: Dorothy Wordsworth 


Easter Sunday, 1802 


Oh William, William! You drive 
me to the very edge of dis- 
traction! How worthless it now 
seems, those agreements we 
had - to adjourn Northward 
amid the rolling Grasmere 
greenhills, to start a New Life 
together away from all the 
hurly-burly of the literary set. 
In almost nine months thus far 
at Dove Cottage | have 
scarcely ventured further than 
Ambleside, even less up to 
where my heart truly lies - no, 
races! - the steeps and sum- 
mit ridges of Fairfield, Dollywagon Pike, Loughrigg Fell. Why, only recently | 
heard tell of a noble and fear-inducing ridge, one “Striding Edge”, leading 
straight unto the summit cairn of high Helvellyn, yet | fear the day will never 
come to test myself against its castellations. 

All Wm. ever wishes is to write, write, write. Flowers and clouds, pastures 
and peasants, gods and goddesses... All well and good, | say, we need to 
earn a crust, but you promised... Promised to assist old Mister Snape in 
repairing the roof, promised to refrain from partaking of substances with 
Southey, Coleridge and all the rest, promised to plant a few daffs in the 
garden rather than simply musing upon them. But no! Tomorrow, he says, 
tomorrow you may gird your skirts and venture forth. If only tomorrow would 
ever come! 

And Coleridge! | fear he will not live to see the year’s end. Only recently | 
hear his wanderings - which | envy greatly, though not so much as to wish to 
accompany his more risk-stricken jaunts - took him atop Sca Fell by a route 
most death-defying. By a slab named Broad Stand they say he returned, his 
mind quite addled by eastern intoxicants. He cannot surely cheat Death so 
often and so casually. At least my dear Wm. stays tethered to his books and 
beloved Rydal Water. 

But as for me... Our neighbour Beatrix tells of a town clerk in distant Kendal, 
Alfred Wheelwright or some such name, who has commenced compiling a 
“guid book” of the Lakeland heights. If only William would turn his gifts to 
something similar, we could both perhaps find pleasure. But no, he will not 
listen. He has ears only for his Muse. Oft-times | despair of men. 


1 0 TT LOE, 
Ih | 


Heard of OMD, OVD and QED? Well, 
here’s QMD - and no, despite your 
Ed’s recent mediacity, it doesn’t mean 
Queen Margaret Drive... 


Quantum 
Midge 
Dynamics 


LONG AGO IT WAS ASSUMED 
that when Newton laid down his laws 
of motion he had found a general 
description of the physical state. We 
now know that this was not the case 
and better models have been proposed 
and applied in various branches of the 
physical sciences. We believe, and 
intend to show, that up to now, another 
important application has been missed. 
Consider the midge. Have you ever noticed how they manage to squeeze out from between your 
fingers when you try to splat them? Have you ever wondered how they always manage to penetrate 
an apparently sealed midge-proof tent or why you still get bitten even when wearing one of those 
head-nets? The answers lie in Quantum Midge Dynamics. 

Like the apple hitting Newton on the head, the theory was first discovered in the field, when it was 
noted how much a swarm of midges engulfing a person’s head resembled an electron cloud circulat- 
ing the atomic nucleus. The exact orbits followed by electrons around atoms can be calculated using 
quantum theory. Could this be usefully applied to midges (or should we say, the midgeon)? And if so, 
what other useful results might we obtain? Can we explain some of the aforementioned phenomena 
- and most important of all, is there an anti-midgeon? 

We first posit the existence of two forces. An attractive force, ie the Human Flesh Field, which 
attracts the midgeon towards skin in the same manner as gravity keeps us fixed upon the surface of 
the Earth. To stop the midgeon cloud collapsing we also need to introduce quantum effects in the 
form of what we call the Human Wave Function. Therefore, a first practical application of the theory 
is that the greater the wave, the further away from the skin the orbit of the midges. This has been 
verified in experimental trials. Those hill walkers with a lap- or hill-top computer may now suppose 
that by applying Schrédinger’s Equation, the orbits of the midgeon cloud may be predicted to a 
degree of accuracy and those most successful may even be able to derive a new party trick where the 
midge is picked out from its particular point in space by a pair of chopsticks just like in Karate Kid. 
Unfortunately, the story is not so bright. Heisenberg’s Uncertainty Principle tells us that if you can 
measure the position exactly, you can have no idea of the velocity and vice-versa. From this it is 
easily seen how they always manage to slip away just when you thought you had them. 

Although being unable to guarantee the death of a midge, we may use our theory to determine the 
Maximum Probability of Splatting (MPS). Itis obvious that the MPS cannot be improved upon, even 
by the popular SMC (Smoking Midge Coils). Also, by extrapolation from the Schrédinger’s Cat 
Thought Experiment, we can see that it is impossible to predict whether there is a midge in your 
sleeping bag before you get in it, or if there is, whether it is alive or dead. The original experiment 
consisted of a cat in a box with a vial of poison that may be released upon activation of a quantum 
trigger. 

What about the so-called midge-proof tent? We suspect that although the tent is impenetrable to the 
classical Newtonian midge, the midgeon will have less problem entering. This phenomenon - known 
as quantum tunnelling - allows the midgeon particle to break through apparently insurmountable 
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energy barriers, ie the tent wall. Although the same may apply to head-nets, we believe something 
slightly different is occurring here. A midge head-net necessarily must have holes in to allow the 
wearer to see/breathe. It appears that these holes have similar width to the wavelength of the midgeon 
wave function, so instead of preventing entry, the midgeons hit the net diffracting to produce an 
interference pattern. At the peaks of the pattern we find what we previously thought to be bites but are 
actually the result of the high energy radiation bombarding the skin. 

As of yet we have not managed to isolate an anti-midgeon although we are convinced of their exist- 
ence by the apparent disappearance of midges under certain conditions by mutual midgeon/anti- 
midgeon annihilation. We believe anti-midgeons are created by sunshine, wind and to a lesser extent 
rain. Unfortunately, we have not yet had a still sunny day which would create the ideal conditions for 
the discovery and capture of such a particle. We do, however, continue our research under laboratory 
conditions and are looking into other potential, more tappable, sources. It is written in the history 
books that the early Greek philosophers thought the four elements from which the world was com- 
posed were air, water, fire and earth. We suspect they may have been misinterpreted and that they 
were in fact well ahead of their time in discovering how to rid themselves of midgeons or the Greek 
equivalent. (The dyeov? - Ed.) The reader will notice the first three’s correspondence to wind, rain 
and sun. We are now experimenting with throwing lumps of mud and heather around to see if that has 
the same effect. With the latter, we find it most effective if the wave function is partially restricted. A 
short length of rope usually does the trick. 

Some of the more mysterious properties of the midge have then been explained and we hope to have 
contributed to the general understanding of the midge particle. Perhaps soon we may even develop 
an anti-midgeon spray? Two threads of research still need to be cleared up however, and we leave 
them as potential questions to other researchers in the field. Firstly, is midge fusion possible and if so 
do we have a future energy source for Scotland? Secondly, in physics there is an ultra-high energy 
electron - so what does the ultra-high energy midgeon look like? Could this be a clegg? 


Prof Mutant PC Warrior, Captain Cairngorm FRSP, and Dr A Pub Filly 
MPS Research Unit 


BUY, BUY, BUY! - SUBS, BOOKS, SHIRTS! 


Don’t delay! The first book from TACit Press - 
Munro’s Fables - Grant Hutchison’s words and 
Chris Tyler’s pics. A sight more interesting than 
Munro’s Tables! 

“We roared” - Roddy Doyle ha ha ha 

“Why aren’t the dirty bits in italics?” - Jackie Collins 
A mere £6.50 inc. p&p, from House 
48, 170 Sandiefield Road, Glasgow 
G5 ODL 

Also available, as ever: medium, large or extra- 
large TAC T-shirts. Hi-quality Hanes material, 
price £10 including p&p. Address as above. And 
subscribe to The Angry Corrie, only £6 for 6 
issues. 

Or... £19 for all 3 items - Munro's 
Fables, T-shirt and TAC subscription! 
Or... £12.50 for any 2 of the 3 - 
cheques payable to The Angry Corrie 
Confused? Join the club! 
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Outdoor Types: No.11 
Picnickers from Hell 


Wandering around the car, getting your boots on and your gear together, you're aware of a convoy approaching. Away 
down the glen, you can see a winding queue of traffic, windscreens glittering in the morning sunshine. 

The brown Cortina in front moves at an average twenty-five miles an hour, slowing down dramatically at each corner, 
but accelerating fiercely on the occasional straight stretch, making it as hard as possible to pass. 

The convoy approaches the wee flat bit you’ ve found, just wide enough and long enough to get your car off the road, 
and handy for the stile which will take you over the wall and on to your chosen mountain. The Cortina slows down, 
letting the traffic behind bunch up a bit, then brakes fiercely and swerves off the road, pulling in behind your car. 
Screeching brakes and a tinkle of broken lights from the queue. You are forced to climb into the boot of your car as the 
Cortina closes up, bumper to bumper with you, and stops, leaving its offside rear wing protruding well into the road. 
The picnickers have arrived. 

Four adults and two children pile out of the car, open the boot, and begin to unpack the picnic gear. A folding table, 
four folding chairs, twenty Tupperware boxes (assorted sizes), two tartan thermos flasks, plates, cups, cutlery, a radio, 
two footballs and a two-litre bottle of Pola-Cola. They set all this up on the tiny triangle of grass verge behind their car. 
They leave the offside car doors open, to air the car and impede passing traffic as much as possible. 

Grandad wears a cloth cap, sports jacket and flannels. Grandma has on her twin-set and pearls, but has compromised to 
the extent of wearing sensible shoes. Mum, Dad and the kids wear a mix-and-match selection of track-suits, shell-suits, 
T-shirts and shorts. 

They always picnic right next to the road - the higher the carbon monoxide count, the happier they are. Other favoured 
spots include: a busy farm entrance; an old quarry, now used to store lengths of concrete pipe; an area of waste ground, 
already occupied by a heap of loose chippings, a pile of snow-plough parts, and the Sutherland and Caithness chapter 
of Hells Angels. 

As you climb over the stile, they smile cheerily. “Nice to get away from it all”, shouts Mum, over the roar of the traffic. 


Grant Hutchison 


Wullie Gruff the Gamie Nae wildcats, nae foxes, or badgers either 
a gee ae oa ae auld Mither Nature’s at the end o’ her tether 


for hares, sheep and rabbits a population explosion 


My name is William Gruff, and | just dinnae see the soil erosion. 


| am a gamekeeper and helluva tough. 
Gruff by nature, Gruff by name 


: omen Terriers, traps and guns litter the house 
It's me that looks after the Lairdie’s game. 


tae murder the things that micht eat a grouse 
even pet animals my attention begs 


Nature’s v i : _ i 5 
= NO IRS fh ies Eee just in case they micht traumple oan a pheasant’s eggs. 


| will exterminate a hedgehog and murder a mole 
| catch them in traps that break their wee necks 


ies ; : ; Nature conservation puts ma gas oan a peep 
and when they are deid hing their boadies oan an auld wire fence. 


I'd rather see a land overgrazed by sheep. 
Thochts of a land commission gie me the huff 


Poachers with me dinnae cut up rough for an Anglo-Norman lackey is Wullie Gruff. 


for they a’ afeared o’ Wullie Gruff 
| puff and blaw and dae mae stuff 
for toughness is the middle name of Mr Gruff. 


Oan cauld winter nichts | tell auld Scots stories 
but then when it’s time | vote for the Tories. 
Ma hoose is tied, | dinnae pay rent nor rates, 


Oan ma estate there’s nae trouble or strife it's the price of being a slave tae the big estates. 


for I've nearly got rid of the native wildlife 
a’ that’s left are deer and pheasants 
and the laird evicted a’ they nasty wee peasants. - Ron Greer 
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The Good 
Flush Guide, 
part I: 
Arrochar 
and Tarbet 


Arrochar, OS 
sheet 56, gridref: 


NN296042 

The WC at Arrochar 
is the ideal place to 
start a bog-bagging 
tour of Scotland. 
Bright and colourful with indoor plants, there is a seating 
area that resembles a waiting-room in a hospital - except 
it’s cleaner. In short, this could well be Scotland’s show- 
piece cludgie; handy for parking, the adjacent chippie, 
only a not-too-bladder-straining |5-minute walk from 
Arrochar and Tarbet station... and free. No surprise then 
that they say if you spend long enough here, you'll see all 
the mountaineers in the world pass water. 

At one point this luxurious lavvy offered three different 
ways to dry your hands - paper towels, roller towel and 
hot-air drier; on my first visit | washed my hands three 
times. Only the driers remain; walkers should note that 
the button requires to be pressed around twenty times 
to dry a pair of socks after an average day on the Arrochar 
Alps. (The Arrochar what? - Ed.) 

The only black mark against these toilets is the legendary 
notice which proclaims that they are not designed as 
changing rooms for hillwalkers. The hideous sight of fat, 
sweaty, ugly walkers in their undies in downtown Arrochar 
should change official attitudes to that one. “We can’t go 
into the toilets to change, officer, we're not allowed.” 


Rating: #8 2% 

Tarbet, OS sheet 56, gridref: NN3 17046 

In stark contrast, the nearby black hole at Tarbet almost 
defies description. Problems start even before you enter: 
if needing to jump out of a Cobbler-bound car for a quick 
streamie, there’s the immediate hazard of the lawvy being 
sited on a corner as sharp and blind as the U-bend in a 
waste pipe. And even if you secure a parking space at 
the nearby post office-cum-tearoom, there’s then the 
difficulty of regaining the A83 without being rammed 
broadside by the timber truck of death. 

But the toilets themselves... Urrgh! Your correspondent 
has, naturally, only ever entered the little boy's room, but 
merely hopes that the lassies’ lawvy is better. It can hardly 
be worse. All the standard hellishnesses: no toilet seat, 
no toilet paper, no lock on the door, horrible painted 
rough cast walls, the usual You like cock fun with wife? graffito 
on the door. And midgies a plenty to bite your bum in 
summer. Not a place to linger, especially with the afore- 
mentioned Arrochar special single fish shop just a mile 
up the road. 

The only saving grace is that the adjacent tearoom is one 
of the nicest around - but make sure you eat first, other- 
wise you're unlikely to keep the scones down. Put simply, 
these toilets are crap. 


Rating: Minus ### 


Reporters: Bogon Runny / Shere Hite 


Regular readers will know that yer man here has his opinions 
on our Scottish licensing laws. How I envy the jolly burghers 
and caballeros in the Kellers and Cafes in the various villes 
and stalags what the gauletiers of Glasgow have twinned us 
with. Franz and Pierre can lounge all afternoon debating exis- 
tentialism and sipping the vino rojo. By contrast, on Sunday, 
The Urban Voltaire was turfed from his discreet southside club 
on the stroke of half two. Left to my own devices I flagged a 
taxi with the merest twitch of my cashmere sheathed wrist. 
Arriving home I flicked on the gogglebox to confirm my long 
held belief that it is responsible for all the ills that beset 
society. Strangely, instead of a succession of so called acid 
house videos, I was confronted with two appallingly emaci- 
ated chaps running the Munros. Now yer man here is a wee bit 
of an expert on the Munros, as it is his portfolio, the minority 
sports; not just the ones with lassies in short skirts, although as 
the years go by they tend to be favoured. And one thing I know 
is that the Munros is a job for life not fifty days. Their sole 
purpose is to separate man from wife every weekend from the 
age of 25 till 60 in much the same way as a golf course or a 
decent boozer. I know it’s not correct in the current climate to 
admit such realities of life, but publish and be drammed is my 
motto. 

So there we had these two chaps from the world of architecture 
or something, trying to “do” the Munros in under 50 days. The 
only architect who drinks in Heraghty’s is Frank Boyle who 
broke his ankle parking in Tyndrum, never mind running the 
Munros. 

Anyway, it seemed these chaps burned 5000 calories a day and 
therefore had to shovel in the same amount in glutinous 
puddings and hi-tech nutrition supplements at the front end. 
Your Urban V’s staple diet is also a delicately blended hi-tech 
concoction with about 600 calories a glass. Unlike these chaps 
though yer man here has never been seen in lycra, far less on a 
bike. One of the oddest things about the lads was the fact that 
they were always dressed identically, presumably due to some 
sponsor’s insistence. One thing about the Urban V, no one is 
ever dressed identically. Why, if Beau Brummel himself was to 
stroll into Heraghty’s he’d more likely be compared with Archie 
Hind in his donkey jacket than my own resplendent ensemble. 
The lads had set out to do the Munros in 50 days, breaking the 
old record by about 17. I don’t know if they did it, nor do I 
know who held the old record; probably some minister. They 
were a day behind schedule at the half way point due to one of 
them contracting a bug and vomiting for a week. I’ve been 
known to get a wee bit behind schedule on my way home, but 
I do have the sense to stop if I sprain my ankle, which is more 
than these chaps had. 

Reluctantly I killed the cathode rays as it was time to hold 
court again in my favourite howff. I have to say I skipped a 
little as I crossed Pollokshaws Road, but it was not to test my 
cardiopulmonary system. It was just to impress a couple of 
Hutchie girls returning from hockey. 


The Curious Affair of the Grey Man of Ben Macdui... 
(as related to Jack Reilly) 


The story so far: Sir Hugh Munro, famous mountaineer, arrives at 221B Baker St to tell Sherlock 
Holmes and Dr Watson of his rash wager concerning the exact number of three thousand foot moun- 
tains in Scotland. He stands to lose his ancestral home, Lindertis, but this scarcely explains why he 
now blasts Holmes to smithereens with an enormous elephant gun... 


“You bloody bastard” said I, “You’ve killed Sherlock Holmes!” And lunging toward the murderer who had the barrel 
of his rifle pointed at my chest, I heard a familiar voice. “Put down your weapon Munro, or I'll blow your brains out!” 
And as I looked to the source of that familiar voice, I began to cry with gratitude. My friend was no longer dead, 
apparently he had survived the rifle blast! For there he stood in the shadowy corner of the room, pointing his revolver 
at Munro’s head. 

“Holmes! Is it really you?” was all I could manage, for apparently I fainted, to be brought back to consciousness with 
a swig of the brandy I’d used earlier to revive Munro. Holmes stood above me with a look of concern on his features. 
“Tt’s all right Watson, I’m alive and well. Would you care to occupy the sofa? Friend Munro is quite comfortable on the 
fireside rug.” Indeed, our visitor was lying face down in front of the fire, safely tied up with what I assumed to be 
climbing rope. 

“How did you survive the blast?” said I to Holmes in wonder, once I was seated comfortably on the sofa, after I’d given 
Munro a swift kick in the ribs. 

“Would you believe he missed me?” said Holmes. And holding up the charred remains of a papier-maché Sherlock 
Holmes - minus the head - he went on with his explanation. 

“As I was listening to Munro give his account of the Edinburgh banquet of 
mountaineers, I noticed his eyes begin to rove around the room in the manner 
which is common to all psychopathic maniacs; I suspected that we were both 
in grave danger, and knowing that he had a firearm stashed in his suitcase, I 
decided to take action. Ah, you can shake your head in wonder Watson, but 
it really didn’t require much brain power to deduce the presence of a gun in 
that fine crocodile case of his. After all, I could smell the gunpowder, which 
I knew from experience to be elephant gunpowder. Then I decided to retrieve 
that life-like dummy of myself which I used several years ago in the arrest of 
a certain murderous Colonel Moran who shot at it, thinking it was I. You will 
of course recall Watson, your description entitled The Adventure of the Empty 
House. Therefore, while Munro was explaining his wager, I sneaked out of 
the room in a cloud of tobacco smoke, and replaced myself with the dummy. 
I congratulate myself that neither of you even noticed the exchange which 
took place... what’s that you say? Why didn’tI simply step across to Munro’s 
suitcase and remove the offending weapon instead of all the elaborate dis- 
guise? Tut tut man! You know I can’t resist a touch of the dramatic, and I wanted to see your reaction in the event of a 
shooting! And you needn’t look so hurt Watson, I wouldn’t put you in any real danger, after all I had the rascal covered 
with my revolver all the time!” 

Accepting his explanation, I turned to our trussed-up visitor. “Yes Munro, you are lucky to be alive. For if you had 
harmed my dear friend Holmes in even the slightest manner, you would now be floating down the River Thames as we 
speak! Now sir, do you wish to continue with your narrative, or shall I kick you down the stairs and out the front door?” 
With effort, our visitor managed to upright himself on the fireside rug, and resumed his narrative, apparently as if 
nothing had happened. 

“As I was saying Mr Holmes, I was forced by my pride and dignity to establish the exact number of Scottish mountains 
which exceed three thousand feet; I knew this number to be in the region of three hundred, which was in blatant 
contradiction to Professor Martin Eden’s assertion that there are only thirty such mountains. He is a stupid bastard, in 
my opinion! During my task, I covered much distance and saw many wild districts, most of which were remote and 
uninhabited. Eventually, during my travels I came to the so-called Monadh Ruadh district, which is in the north east 
comer of Scotland. Oh, it’s a fine stretch of country Mr Holmes, with great forests and rivers and even a few glaciers in 
the corries of the higher peaks. These are very remote mountains sir, and require a good deal of rough walking to reach 
even their foot. Now, it so happened that a raging storm descended on these mountains, and at the hour on which I 
arrived in Strath Spey, it had already lasted for days and showed no signs of abating. Necessarily, I could not afford to 
wait in the valley for even one day to allow for nasty weather, so I said to myself, “Hugh, get yer arse up there for 
Christ’s sake an’ stop a’ yer procrastinatin’! Mind ye what’s at stake here if ye dinnae complete yer task! Ye’ ll lose 
Lindertis tae yon bank managers!” So I packed my knapsack with every possible necessity, and set off towards the 
Lairig Ghru pass, a rocky canyon rising high above the great forest of Rothiemurchus. What an epic journey Mr 
Holmes! It was heavy walking all day in soft snow; on Ben Macdui the snow was blowing in spiral columns several 
hundred feet high, penetrating everything, filling pockets and drifting between waistcoat and shirt, where it melted 
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and froze into a solid wedge of ice; Mr Holmes, I never wish to experience again such cold for the rest of my days!” 
Here, Munro paused and stared briefly into the glowing embers of the fire, which was reflected in the watery gaze of his 
eyes like twin flickering gaslamps. 

“Ah, and it was then I met a solitary walker approaching from the south. Now, this encounter was only noteworthy 
because until this point I had seen nary a soul since leaving the hotel in Avie-y-mhor earlier that morning. We 
approached each other, this fellow and I, and despite the raging storm and biting cold, we decided to stop and have a 
brew together. “Aye! Tis a fine day for the walking sir’, said the fellow, who gave his name as John Grant, of Ryvoan. 
What did he look like you say? Oh, a short wiry fellow, about sixty years old, with a long white beard, very much a 
biblical type of character, I’d say. Ah, you like to take notes, Mr Holmes? Quite right sir, quite right! Well, after our brew 
of tea from my flask, Grant proceeded to offer a drink from his waistpocket flask, saying it was a special concoction 
from the jungles of Burma which his cousin had sent earlier that month. Not wishing to offend the poor fellow, I took 
a sip, expecting the liquid to have a foul taste. To my surprise however, it tasted very excellent, rather like a combina- 
tion of honey and pine roots, a most unusual blend sir! And then, as soon as I had taken... what? What do you think... 
explain yourself sir! I demand that you...” 

“You will do nothing of the sort”, said my friend, with a malignant stare. Once again he withdrew the revolver from his 
dressing gown pocket, and pointed the barrel at our visitor’s head. 

“Tam personally acquainted with Mr John Grant of Ryvoan,” said he; “indeed I have had the pleasure of purchasing 
from the fellow a rather singular yellowish blue crystal which may be described as a Cairngorm. I have it here.” And 
reaching into the other pocket of his dressing gown, he withdrew a large rock and flung it into the air, apparently 
without the slightest effort, where it landed at Munro’s feet with an ear-shattering crash. Clearly, Holmes’ so-called 
“Cairngorm” weighed somewhere in the region of 50lb, but he had tossed it in the air as if it were no more than a mere 
apple. In the silence that followed, I could hear a faint thumping from the room below; evidently Mrs Hudson was none 
too happy with the noise, and had resorted to hitting her ceiling with a broomstick handle as a token of her extreme 
displeasure. Holmes’ voice broke the silence. 

“There you have it sir, the finest Cairngorm in the country, and it goes into 
my private collection. Now Munro, or whoever you are, I think perhaps it 
would be better if you told us the truth, otherwise I can only offer you 
personal violence for wasting my time. Your mistake was made in describing 
John Grant as an ancient fellow with a white beard. Nothing could be further 
from the truth, for I know him to be a stout gentleman with a long ginger 
moustache, with both legs taken off at the waist from a blast of cannon fire 
during the Boer War; therefore when you said he was walking on the summit 
plateau of Ben Macdui, I knew beyond the shadow of a doubt that you were 
lying to us!” And with this, Holmes crossed the floor to where our visitor sat 
tied up with rope, and raising the rock above Munro’s head, he reiterated his 
threat of personal violence if the truth was not told. 

“That will not be necessary my good fellow. Replace the rock in your pocket 
and I'll tell you the truth.” Clearly, our visitor had no choice in the matter, for 
it was either that or have his brains bashed in. And Holmes was not one to 
make idle threats, not by any means. “Release me please, for I grow uncom- 
fortable in these knots. Ah, that’s better’, not without a sigh of relief. “If I may borrow some nitric acid? Thank you sir.” 
And to my utter astonishment, our visitor began to pour the foul liquid over his head. Apparently it seemed, Hugh 
Munro was in fact nothing of the kind, for as the rubber mask dissolved away in a cloud of smoke, the unmistakable 
features of a woman became established. However, the action of concentrated nitric acid continued beyond her curious 
rubber mask, and proceeded to eat away at her clothes; in a matter of moments the metamorphosis was complete, and 
there stood before us a tall slender woman, with luxurious black hair flowing across her shoulders, naked down to her 
very boots, which continued to sizzle unabated into the stunned silence of our living room. 

“What’s this then?” stammered Holmes, who had resumed his armchair seat in confusion. Our nude visitor stepped 
nimbly from her smoking pile of garments and stood by the fire. The glowing embers cast shadows across her pale 
flesh, which held me in a trance-like state for several moments. Holmes, however, appeared unaffected by this attrac- 
tive naked woman who now stood at our fireside. Such reaction was typical of my friend, who rarely showed any 
response as far as women were concerned. “Perhaps you had better explain yourself Madame!” 

“Mr Holmes, I apologise for my appearance, and to you also Dr Watson!” I simply nodded in acceptance of her 
apology. “I am Mrs Hugh Munro, and you must come with me to Scotland right away, for my husband is in terrible 
danger, and I fear for his life! No, I regret I cannot explain the situation to you now sir, for time is very short! Will you 
accompany me? Yes, it is very cold in the mountains at this time of year. I should certainly take a woollen balaclava as 
well as my deerstalker hat! What? These are for me? Thank you sir, I fear my previous set of garments are somewhat the 
worse for wear! And yes, you are quite correct to bring your revolver, now can we please hurry? If we are swift enough, 
we may yet catch the 12.15 train to Avie-y-mhor, but I fear we may already be too late to save my husband’s life!” 
And during that arduous journey to Scotland, Mrs Munro, wife of the well-known mountaineer Sir Hugh Munro, who 
had expertly disguised herself as her famous husband, told us the horrible details relating to the kidnapping and 
subsequent torture of her husband by the notorious Professor Hamish Shite of evil repute and foul temper. 


To be continued... 
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Capercaillie 


High among the topmost twigs, 

Where pine trees taper frailly, 

There grow the youngest, sweetest sprigs 
Which feed the capercaillie. 


The birds are large, their plumage bright, 
They feed by day and roost by night, 
Their cry is raucous, loud and clear, 

And painful to the human ear. 

But never did | wish them harm 

Until one roosted by my farm. 


Its cries disturbed me as | scanned 
The morning paper, daily, 

Until | swore, with gun in hand, 

To kill that capercaillie. 


And so it was | shot and slew it, 
Brought it home and tried to stew it, 

In casseroles both large and small; 
But couldn’t eat the beast at all. 

For, since they dine on shoots of pine, 
The damn things taste of turpentine. 


Grant Hutchison 


Across: 
1 + 1 down Go Dutch in this wildermmess (17,6) 

6 Berth on the Clyde (3,6) 

8 Where one roams in the Gloaming (17) 

10 Game in Scotland (70) 

15 State after a cold day on the hill (7, 4) 

16 Abbreviated outing aka TAC in Glen Coe (4,5) 


TAC Xword No.11 
by Shaggy 


Down: 

1 See 1 across 

2 Start of the Skye ridge 
(5,3,3) 

3 To be precise (5) 

4 \n other words recoiling (9) 
5 Steers on this road 
perhaps (5) 

7 Scottish girl's name (3) 

9 In deep Grampian river (3) 
11 One who tries (5) 

12 Small Swiss supematural 
individual (5) 

13 Brown tones (5) 

14 Whose rules one can 
trust perhaps (4) 


Solution Xmas Xword - across: 1 beinn achaladair, 9 askival, 10 glasgow, 11 moon shadows, 14 arm, 15 isla, 16 reeking lums, 
21 tabor, 23 gala water. 25 a'an, 26 utd, 27 roe, 28 tides, 29 ne, 30 keeks, 33 ice, 34 doric, 36 as, 37 are, 38 skin tight lycras 
down: 1+18 braemar gathering, 2 irksome, 3 nevis, 4+24 culra lodge, 5 anglo, 6 an assistant, 7 argyll, 8 rowan, 12 ore, 13 hen, 17 
inwards, 19 ukraine, 20 trossachs, 22 borderer, 23 gurkas, 31 esk, 32 ken, 34 day, 3 orc 


Killer mountains 


The annual wave of mountain deaths has been mirrored by the annual spouting of experts and politicians 
expounding the considered view that “something must be done about it”. TAC’s profile in this area is 
disappointingly low. While the list of reasons for these deaths has included such diverse items as nuclear 
winter, global warming, ill-advised attempts to emulate MPs and the influence of Muriel Gray (this latter 
relates presumably to Monday night expeditions, heedless of conditions, in desperate efforts to avoid The 
Golden Cagoule - Cagoule!), TAC has not been mentioned once. 

TAC’s voice must therefore be added to the rest. [ have two practical proposals with which the helpless, 
hapless politicians may be able to assist. First, any party setting out for the hills must include an Arthur. 
Arthur was middle-aged when he was a student, in fact he was probably middle-aged when he was born, 
hence the name. He is steady, reliable and organised and he is the one who, when the conditions have 
reached just the wrong side of marginal, stops and says with total assurance, “I’m going back’. The rest of 
the party who have either been frantically trying to think ofa macho face-saving reason for retreat or are by 
this stage too knackered to think anything, immediately follow suit with great relief. 

We have to recognise that there are not enough Arthurs to go round at this point in time (this script is ready 
prepared for use by a politician), but surely a high-profile vote-winning job creation scheme for unem- 
ployed accountants and the like could easily be developed. However, even when the Arthur supply reaches 
a sufficient level, the perennial problem of regulation ofhill-going appears again. Ifit were compulsory to 
take an Arthur with you, how would this be enforced? 

My second proposal sidesteps this issue as its implications are so favourable that few would wish to ignore 
them. What is required is a major centrally-funded research project into the concept of luck. Most TAC 
readers would be able to contribute to a database of lucky escapes. Details of these, which are usually 
firmly imprinted in the brain, could be entered into a computer together with astrological charts, stock 
exchange movements, the complete prophecies of the Brahan Seer, atmospheric pressure readings and 
the current price of Mars Bars. The 
computer, assisted by seventh sons of 
seventh sons (more job creation there), 
would analyse this information, identify- 
ing similarities and patterns, and these 
findings could then lead to forecasts of 
luck ratings being available to individual 
enquirers for a specific destination on a 
specific day. 

These luck ratings would at first be in 
percentage form and there would be 
provisos depending on, for example, 
whether your party contained an Arthur, 
whether you had the right map with you, 
whether you had porridge for breakfast 
etc. There would at this stage still be an 
element of uncertainty and of course this 
luck rating would be overridden by sheer 
incompetence or stupidity. 

As time goes on and more data is added 
and more variables identified, such an 
accurate luck rating could be produced 
that rescue team leaders will never again 
need to use the phrase “sheer bad luck”. 


Val Hamilton 
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Dear TAC, 


Your piece on the Durness/Erribol 
superquarry and the BBC TV Land- 
ward programme was excellent. Land- 
ward was, in my opinion, biased in 
favour of the development. The con- 
tribution made by those who opposed 
the scheme was selective and criti- 
cally edited. 

However, I am sure viewers were able 
to read between the lines, as you did. 
In consequence, and I think by de- 
fault, the programme impact was one 
of horror, rather than of support for 
this ridiculous proposal. 

A local opposition group has been 
formed to fight the scheme. TAC read- 
ers can help by contributing to the 
group fighting fund. Associate Mem- 
bership only costs two pounds and, 
as your article highlighted, they need 
all the help they can get. Donations, 
please, to Jim Andrews, Blanakiel, 
Durness, by Lairg, Sutherland. Tel: 
Durness (0971) 5112780. 

The programme makers have moved 
on, but the spectre of the superquarry 
remains. Please, if you can, help us 
send Iain Wilson and his superquarry 
boys packing. 


Yours, 

Bruce Sandison 

Tongue 

(“The sloppy writer guy...”) 


Ed. - TAC has signed up - and so 
should you! 
ae ee 
Dear TAC, 


Iam sure I will elicit knowing smiles 
from TAC readers when I mention the 
Incredible Intelligent Sheep of Lairig 
Leacach Bothy. On a recent visit, I 
was returning from a walk over Stob 
Ban, and as I approached the bothy it 
started to rain. To my amazement, I 
saw a sheep run under the corrugated 
metal shelter. As this is so blatantly 
unsheeplike behaviour, I can only 
assume it is a hybrid, the result of a 
frustrated Munrobagger being over- 


amorous with a local sheep some 
years ago. 

The next morning, I awoke to glori- 
ous sunshine and left the bothy, sing- 
ing an old Paul Simon song as I went. 
To my further amazement, the sheep 
ran up to me, nuzzling and licking. 
Very odd. 


Yours, 
Martin CC Bamford 
MPS, Nottinghalbion 


ESS Cae Sor ee ee ee 
Dear TAC, 


Is Murdo aware of the tame sheep at 
Victoria Bridge? It eats XXX mints, 
honest. 


Alex and Beth Dillon 
Kilmacolm 


Ed - What is this? Some kind of sheep 
lobby? We don’t often have to pull 
editorial rank here at TAC, but sheep 
are woolly and stupid, and that’s that. 


OK? 


WI15S WAN O' 
YOUSE CRYIN 


FURRA 
SHEEP LOBEY ? Ik 


Dear TAC, 


Why, oh why were there no questions 
in this year’s Christmas quiz that 
appeared in the last two? Ever since I 
acquired a copy of the first quiz, I 
have been revising hard, and we all 
know that “revising” is synonymous 
with “question spotting”. I thought I 
had it down to a T - Killin and 
Balquhidder (near enough), Cruachan 
etc - but now you’ve changed it and 
spoilt all my Christmas fun. I'll have 
to spend all my savings on a load of 
inordinately expensive OS maps. 


Yours, 
Martin CC Beetham 
Newalbion-upon-Tyne 


Ed. - Surely maps are coordinately 
expensive? 
Eee eee ee ee ee eee 
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Dear TAC, 


Beset by injustices to such as Moun- 
tain bikers, Skiers, West Highland 
Wayers, an English publican in Glen 
Coe applying for a theme park, the 
NTS blatantly disobeying old Percy’s 
instructions for the Glen, Arabs buy- 
ing Wester Ross, Argyll police, Rock 
Tigers... (get on with it - Ed.) ...at last! 
A small moment of sanity in a world 
gone mad: Macgregor is no more! 
No more helicopters and meeting 
“old friends”. No more finding “amaz- 
ing and interesting things” along the 
beach such as... a dead sea gull! But 
wait, in the great BBC way of things 
are we not in for arun of repeats? Have 
they set a precedent here in appoint- 
ing a second-rate folk singer as some 
sort of mountain authority? Are we in 
for more of the same, who will be 
next? Tom McKean for instance, 
possibly the world’s worst tactician. 
But do not fear! Just in the nick of 
time the Beeb redeems itself with the 
news that Andy Cameron is to go too! 
Hooray!! 


Yours aye, 
Connie McLeod 
East Kilbride 


Ed. - Any suggestions why Sir James 
was awarded his New Year MBE? 


Peer ae ee 
Dear TAC, 


While realising that comparison has 
already been made between Murdo 
Munro and Roger Mellie’s producer 
(TAC3, p18), | wonder if any of your 
readers notice the similarity between 
Murdo and Malcolm out of the 
Modern Parents? Are they perchance 
related? I think we should be told. 


Yours, 
Stevie Dron 
Ealing 


Malcolm 


Dear TAC, 


The recent appearance of Boring Snot-chin on the cover of your magazine has prompted me to waste most of my days 
inventing other mountain related anagrams. As you’ ll see when you try to reconstruct these anagrams, I’m a crap typist: 


SCOTTISH LANDOWNERS FEDERATION 
TWA OLD FARTS SHOOTIN’ NICE DEER 


BRIAN BLESSED ON EVEREST 
VERBOSE BARD IN TELE MESS 


SCOTTISH MOUNTAINEERING TRUST 


SCHIEHALLION 
AN CHOSIE HILL 


TORIES TURNING MOUNTS INTAE CASH 


THE SCOTTISH MOUNTAINEERING CLUB 


MURIEL GRAY 
A MERE GURLY 


TRUE ’N’ BLUE TOSSING IN THAT CIC HOME 


CHARLES INGLIS CLARKE HUT 
ARSE-CHUTE LICKERS HALL 


Yours, 
John Biggar 
Kirkcudbright 


K2 
2K 


Ed. - I've heard of cryptograms, so these must be craptypograms... 


A mere gurly 


Dear TAC, 


My eye was drawn to the back cover 
of TAC16 where you launch a cam- 
paign to abolish OS Sheet 12. This 
seems a very cruel fate for an inno- 
cent, harmless sheet of paper. In the 
spirit of the times, could not a take- 
over bid be mounted for it, which 
would allow Sheet 12 to continue to 
exist as part of a greater undertaking? 
Sheet 11 and Sheet 7 could form a 
consortium (perhaps with the back- 
ing of other threatened sheets) which 
would safeguard in perpetuity useful 
parts of Sheet 12. 

I suggest that the area east of easting 
32 (basically the coastline around 
Wick) moves into the area of paper 
currently occupied by the legend on 
Sheet 11. The area around Scrabster 
could be accommodated by a north- 
ward extension over the edge of the 
frame (as has happened to Red Point 
near Gairloch on Sheet 19). Sheet 7 
could move a few miles south, as you 
suggested, to accommodate the 
remaining parts around Duncansby 
Head which would not fit onto Sheet 
11. The new improved Sheet 11 
would in fact use exactly the same 
size sheet of paper as does the current 
version, and would suffer only from 
the loss of its legend - perhaps this 
could be fitted inside the cover, in- 
stead of the advertising blurbs which 
fill this space now? 

Interestingly, this is not a new idea. 
Back in the days when we had one- 
inch maps, Sheets 138 and 151 of the 
Seventh Series merged to form the 
much healthier sheet of Fishguard and 


Pembroke. This was achieved by dis- 
placing the legend into the sea. 

Is your final suggestion to reduce the 
number of Landranger sheets to 190 
part of a covert campaign to restore 
the one-inch Seventh Series? This 
after all also had 190 sheets - until 
the aforementioned merger of 
Fishguard and Pembroke reduced the 
total to 189. 


Yours, 
MJ Smith 
Melrose 


Ed. - Legends being displaced into 
the sea certainly isn’t a new idea. For 
instance, there’s the legend of Cronus 
casting the testicles of Uranus into 
the Aegean off Cape Drepanum. Then 
there’s the legend of the Bermuda 
Triangle, where a succession of crap 
TV shows starring Kate O’Mara van- 
ished without trace mid-series. 
[ST ae eR eee 
Dear TAC, 


Could I compliment you on the 
excellent article OS Sheet 12: Time 
for abolition. However, I wonder 
about the claim that only maps 12 
and 46 do not include a Marilyn. 
Where’s the Marilyn on Sheet 85? 


Yours, 
Brenda Lowndes 
Formby, Mersalbionside 


Ed. - Well spotted, but we meant 
entirely Scottish maps. Once Alb gets 


invoked, there’s no end to it. 
eae i ae 
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‘Dear TAC, 


Re OS overlaps (TACI6, p20): 

If you think that the OS are bad now, 
have a look at their original maps of 
Scotland. A sheet could contain noth- 
ing but sea and a 1k square of Rubha 
X- or Y-Ness in a corner. This practice 
continues today in Norway, where a 
small island about Barra size will 
need three or four sheets, all of which 
are about 95% Arctic Ocean. Still, 
they have no overlaps - but at £5 a 
sheet I have found them a major ex- 
pense. (They are even more flimsy 
than ours - but at least the weather is 
usually better.) 


Yours cartometrically, 
Richard Webb 
Wolverhamptalbion 


PS - My “Top Ten” most mangled 
maps: 33, 41, 36, 25, 115 (the only 
one we use down here), 90 (except 
this one sometimes), 20, 43, 19, 50. 


Ed. - This brings a thought to mind. 
Is it possible to compile reliable 
weather data comparing the eastern 
and western highlands simply by 
analysing the relative tattiness of 
maps? This seems sound provided the 
sample hillgoers visit, say, the Gorms 
and the Coe on a roughly equal 
basis. I've had to buy replacements 
for sheets such as 56 and 51, whereas 
43 and 36 are still in good nick 
despite much use. 


Mountaineering Movies 
No.3: Alive 2 


Film critic Bairly Normal reveals plans for a 
sequel to the blockbuster movie, Alive. Set on 
the slopes of Britain’s highest mountain, Alive 2 
- Anyone for Dinner? recreates an incredible true 
story, probably. And why not? 


For ten weeks, they were trapped on the side of 
a 4000ft mountain, living ina wrecked plane with 
temperatures at -30 degrees. The story of the 
sixteen survivors of the 1972 Nevis air crash is a 
testament to the strength of the human spirit. 
Nowit has been made into a harrowing film, Alive 
2, out later this month. Today, TAC talks to some 
of the survivors, for whom life will never be the 
same. For they broke one of man’s oldest ta- 
boos - they ate sheep droppings... 

“Sooner or later, everyone wants to know how 
we could eat sheep droppings,” sighs Jock 
Paddaro, 42. It’s still a tough subject to talk about 
- but for us there were only two choices. Eating 
meant life, not to eat meant death.” 

For Jock and the other survivors, there was only 
one answer. And when the public discovered they 
had eaten the frozen excrement of dumb fluffy 
quadrupeds, all could understand the logic, none 
could imagine the horror. 

Their nightmare began on Friday, 13th October 1972. The Old School Ties rugby team, family and friends, had 
set out from Edinburgh on a specially chartered flight for a tour of Tiree. Many were flying out of the city for the 
first time. One moment they were quaffing duty frees from the trolley, fondling hostesses’ bottoms and barfing 
into sick bags barely large enough to stem the flow, the next they were screaming in terror. 

Battling through the mist, the pilot and co-pilot were convinced they had cleared the Nevis range. But they’d 
miscalculated and, instead of emerging over the lush valleys of Fort William, the passengers watched in horror 
as the treacherous coke-can-covered lump rushed towards them. 

Saw-toothed crags tore off the wings and tail and, out of control, the fuselage struck the mound of apple cores 
that marked the summit and careered down the mountain into a snow bank hundreds of feet below. 

The 27 survivors plugged the holes in the plane’s severed body with copies of the inflight magazine. As the 
days passed, they melted snow to survive and rationed food - a square of Kendal Mint Cake and a piece of 
laminated plastic from the safety instructions each day. 

With no hope of rescue, and only the inflight meals remaining, the survivors had to make the toughest decision 
of their lives. Says Jock, “With temperatures at -30 and no more food, everyone was thinking the same thing, 
even if they didn’t admit it. | told Stewart McPaulo, ‘We have to eat the droppings.’ He told me he’d had the 
same thought.” 

A meeting was called to discuss it. Later, three of the survivors trudged to a pile of fresh droppings in the snow. 
Taking a piece of glass, Jock cut slivers from it, then, fighting his nausea, he swallowed a piece and took the 
rest back to the others. 

Says Jock, “It was hard to eat on the first day, but slowy | got used to it. It was cold, it tasted like any kind of 
crap. Better than dehydrated food though. And Country Club cuisine.” 

Eventually, however, the boys decided they would have to try and find help. From a Reader's Digest road atlas 
they found in the weckage of the cockpit, they calculated that Fort William must be to the west and the three 
set out. After four days over snow, ice and a substantial path, one couldn't carry on and tumed back. 

On the tenth day, the remaining pair met a peasant dressed in a Viz tee-shirt and flip-flops, who conveyed the 
incredible news to the authorities. A helicopter rescue was arranged and, seventy-one days after they'd crashed, 
the boys were airlifted to safety. 

Altogether riveting cinema from the first white-knuckle air crash scene, right through to the brown-knuckle, 
turd-eating frame. Alive 2 goes on general release in Odious Cinemas throughout the Sutherland area from 
February 29th 1995. Coming soon: Alive 3 - The School Dinners Saga. 


Report by our movie critic - Colin Hogarth 
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